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Where can I find this Dostoevsky?' Kraevsky, who has no
consideration for anyone and tells everyone the truth, told
him that Dostoevsky would not honor him with a visit. And
this is actually the case. This little aristocrat has climbed up
on his high horse and imagines that he will dazzle me with
the magnanimity of his condescension. Everybody considers
me a marvel. I cannot open my mouth without people re-
peating in every corner: 'Dostoevsky said this. Dostoevsky
wants to do that. . . .' In brief, little brother, I have not
enough paper to tell you about all my literary successes. . . ."
Finally, greatest news of all, Dostoevsky met Turgenev.
"Turgenev is in love with me. What a man, my brother! I
myself almost fell in love with him. A talented poet, an
aristocrat, handsome, intelligent, wealthy, twenty-five years
of age. . . . I think nature has refused him nothing. More-
over, he is an extremely straightforward character, admira-
ble, brought up in the best traditions. ... I am crammed
full of ideas, but I have only to mention them to someone,
for example, Turgenev, and the following day all St. Pe-
tersburg will know that Dostoevsky is writing this and
that. . . ."
He wallowed in his fame, he strutted before his mirror
like a boy in his new Sunday best, he was unbearably happy
and naive and fatuous. And this was only natural considering
his previous solitude and doubts. Only recently he had been
unknown, writing in the mist, feeling that no one would ever
appreciate his work. And here from one day to the next,
strangers read, understood and admired him; more, they
sought his company. No one is more" conceited than a man
who has for a long time denied himself the right to be con-
ceited.
His boasting, however, was only in his letters. As soon as